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"It all depends, Crow, and you know it do, on how things work
out."
"As I've said before," remarked John, "you won't get a real
rush of people from the Continent till you've had a Miracle
performed by this chalybeate spring of yours."
Mr. Geard threw upon the fire another piece of wood. Most
people in Glastonbury kept a wood-box by the side of their
coal-scuttle. And then he amused his secretary, but did not at
all surprise him, for John was getting used to the man's little
ways, by a sly wink. "They shall have their Miracle all right,
Crow; they shall have their Miracle!" he chuckled.
"The man's a prize charlatan," thought John, "and yet he
isn't! God knows what he is!" But aloud he said, "Well, Sir,
supposing it gets into all the English papers, and supposing the
Berlin, Paris, Vienna, Warsaw, Brussels, Rome, Madrid, Copen-
hagen papers report it, and supposing a regular Lourdes and
Lisieux kind of a rush begins, how do you propose to stop the
Anglicans, or the Roman Catholics, from exploiting such an
event?"
"Ah, my boy," grumbled Bloody Johnny, "you've hit our
trouble in those words of yours, pretty closely, but I have me
Blessed Lord at hand, and He's already begun taking up that
matter with me." The man rubbed his shins meditatively and
leaning forward in his low arm-chair, pulled with both hands
the shiny black material of one of his trousers close round his
leg. This 'action seemed to give him some kind of spiritual com-
fort and he continued to enjoy the warmth, gazing into the fire
with a curious film over his black eyes, the sort of film that
might have covered the ophidian stare of the world-snake, at
the bottom of the Northern Sea.
John Crow crossed one of his own scarecrow legs over the
other and watched him, listening to the clicking of his com-
panion's knitting needles and to the moaning of the wind in the
chimney.
"The moment has come," murmured Mr. Geard, thinking
aloud, "for a fresh shoot to appear from the Glastonbury
Thorn."